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I , Wu sag' ich denn vom Rauschcn7 What do I say of gushing? Du kann kein Rauschen scin! Gushing it cannot be. 1. o. wa,w1.,.. WOllderiag Ea singen wohl die Nixcn The water nymphs arc singing 
Tief untcn ihrcn Reihn. deep beneath your wavci. 
Du Wandcm ilt des Mtlllen Lust To wander ia the miller'• delight, I DuWandem! to wander, Lua Bingen, Gesell, lass rauschen, Keep singing, my friend, keep ripping Du mus■ cin ■chlechter Mtlller scin, It must be a vecy poor miller Und wandrc frtihlich nach ! and go your happy way! 
Dem niemala fid du Wandecn ein, who never felt the urge to wander, Ea gchn ja MUhlenriidcr Why, there arc mill-wheels turning 
DuWandem. to wander. 
I In jedem klalen Bach. in every clear brook. Vom Wasser habm wir'a gdcrnt, From the water we've learned it, Yorn Wasser! from the water! 3. Halli Halli 
Du hat nicht Rut bei Tag und Nacht, It doca not rest by day or night, 
1st ltcts aufWanderschaft bcdacht, but ia always bent on wandering, I I Eine MUhle sch' ich blinkcn A mill I see blinking DuWuaer. the water. Aus den Eden heraus, out of the alder treea, Durch Rauschcn und Singco through the gushing and singing 
Du schn wir auch den Rlldcm ab, We sec it in the mill-whcds too, Briehl Rlidergcbraus. breaks the roar of the wheel. 
DcnRlidem! the mill-wheels! 
I Die gar nicht gcmc atillc stehn, They never want to stop Ei willkommen, ei willkommen, 0 wdcomc, welcome, Die sich mein Tag nicht milde drchn, and all my days they've never tired SUascr MUhlengcsang I sweet song of the mill! DicRllder. the mill-wheels. Und du Haus, wic so traulich ! And the house, how charming! 
Und die Fenster, wic blank! And the windows, how bright! 
Die Steine adblt, ao achwer ■ic ~. Even the mill-ltonea, heavy u they arc, I Die Steine! the ltoncsl Und die Sonne, wic belle And the sun how clearly Sic tanzen mit den muntcm R.cihn They join in the merry dance Vom Himmd sic scheint! from heaven it docs shine!! 
Und wdlcn gar noch achncller scin, and want ever to go falter- F.i, Biichlein, licbca Biichlein, 0 brooklet, dearest brooklet, 
Die Steine. thcltoocs. I I War is also gemeint7 Did you know it all along? 0 Wandem, Wandem, mcinc Lult, 0 wandemg, wandering, my delight, OWandeml o wandering I 4. ~1111g 1111 de11 Bae/, Tl#utking tl,e Brook 
Herr Meister und Frau Mciatcrin, 0 muter and miltrcu, 
Lult mich in Frieden weiter zi.din Id me go my way in peace, I I War ca also gemeint, Did you know it all along, Undwandem. and wander. Mein rauschcnder Freund, my rustling friend, Dcin Singco, dein Klingen, your singing, your stirring 
Was ca also gemcint7 did you know it all along? 
2. Wol,ba1' Wl,itl,er1' I I Zur MUllcrin hint To the maid of the mill! lch hillt' ein Biichlein rauschen I heard a brooklet gushing So lautet der Sinn. So the meaning resounds, Wohl aus dem Fclsenquell, from a spring among the rocks, Gell, hab' ich' ■ vcrstanden7 Tell me! Have I understood it7 
Hinab zum Talc rauschen gushing down into the valley Zur MUllcrin bin! To the maid of the mill I 
So frisch und wunderhdl. 10 fresh and wonderfully clear. I I Hat sic dich geachickt7 Did she send you, Ich weisa nicht, wic mir wurdc, I don't know how it came to me, Oder bast mich bmk:kt7 oc have you beguiled mc7 
Nicbt, wcr den Rat mir gab, oc who gave me the idea, Das mtlcht' ich noch wissen. This I want to know-
lch musltc auch hinuntcr but l_bad to follow it downwards I I Ob sic dich geacbickt. Did she send you? Mit meinem Wanderstab. with my walking stick. Nun wic'a auch mag scin, Now whatever it may be Hinunter und immcr weiter, Downwards, and ever farther, lch gcbc mich drcin: I give up: 
Und immer dem Bache nach, and always along the bank, 
I 
Was ich such' hab ich funden what I aougbt I have found 
Und immcr frischer rauschte, and, ever fresher gushing Wie's imma- mag sein however it may be. 
Und immer hdler der Bach. and ever clcaru the brook. 
Nach Arbeit ich frug, Foc work I did ask, 
1st du dcnn mcinc Strassc7 Is this then my path? Nun bab' ich genug, and now I have enough 
0 Biichlein, sprich, wohin7 0 brooklet, tell me where you lead? I FUr die Hlinde, ftlr' 1 Hcrzc foc my hands and for my heart, Du bast mit dcincrn Rauschen You have with your gushing Vdlaufgenugl Enough and to spare! Mir ganz berauscht den SiM. ltirrcd my vecy soul. 
I 
Hlitt' icb tauaend 
Anne m rtlbrcnl 
Klxlnt' icb brauaend 
Die Rlider ftlbrcn ! 
Koont' icb wcbcn 
Durch allc Haine! 
Koont' icb drebcn 
Aile Steine! 
Dass die acMne Mtillcrin 
Mcrktc mcinen trcucn Sinn! 
Acb, wic ia mcin Ann so acbwacb! 
W III icb hebe, wu icb tragc, 
Wu icb acbneidc, wu icb acbJagc, 
Jeder Knappe tut mir'a nacb. 
Und da sitz' icb in der grossen Runde, 
In der Stillcn kilblen Feientundc, 
Und der Meister apricbc m Allen: 
Eucr Werk bat mir gefallen; 
Und du licbc Mlidcben aagt 
Allen cine gutc Nacbt. 
6. Da Neu.-w• 
lcb fragc mnc Blume, 
lcb fragc kdnen Stem, 
Sic kOMen mir allc nicbt aagen, 
Wu icb crftlbr' IO gem. 
lcb bin ja aucb kdn Gllrtner, 
Die Sterne atcbn zu boch; 
Mein Blicblcin will icb fragen, 
Ob micb mcin Hen bclog. 
0 Biicblein mciner Lid,c, 
Wic bist du belt' 10 atumml 
Will ja nur Einca wiuen, 
Ein W&tcbcn um und um. 
Ja, bciast du cine W6rtcben, 
D111 andrc bcisst Nein, 
Die bddcn W6rtcben acblicsacn 
Die gan1.e Welt mir cin. 
0 Biicblein mciner Liebe, 
Wu bist du wundcdicbl 
Will's ja nicbt wciter aagen, 
Sag', Biicblein, liebt sic micb? 
A,ft#!r'Wori 
If I only bad a tbouaand 
arm■ to stir I 
Could I but send 
the mill-wbocla roaring! 
Could I but stonn 
through every grove! 
Could I but tum 
all the mill-stones! 
So that the beautiful maid of the mill 
might notice my loyalty. 
Oh, why is my ann 10 weak! 
Whatever I lift, whatever I carry 
whatever I chop, whatever I strike, 
any apprentice can do as well. 
And there I sit in the great circle 
in the quiet cool leisure boun, 
and the muter speaks to us all: 
"Your work bu plr.ased me." 
And the dear girl says 
to all a good-night. 
I do not ask the flowers, 
I do not ask the stan; 
they all cannot tell me 
what I am so anxious to know. 
I am, of counc, no ganlener; 
the stars they arc too high. 
My brooklet, I shall 111k 
wbctber my heart's decaving me. 
0 brooklet, my beloved 
why arc you 10 still today I 
I want only to know ooc thing, 
one little word, over and over. 
One little word is yea, 
the other is no, 
My whole world is imprisoned 
in tbcac two little words. 
0 brooklet, my beloved, 
bow strangely you behave 
Your answer will go no further, 
tell me, brooklet, docs abc love me? 
I 17. u,.et1u1t1 lch acbnitt' ca gem in allc Rindcn ein 
lch grtlb' ca gem in jcdcn Kicselstcin. 
lch m<icht' cs sa'n auf jedcs frischc Beet 
Mit Krcssensamcn, dcr cs schncll vcniit, I I 
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Aufjcdcn weisacn Zettel m<icbt' icb'a schreibca: 
Dcin ist mcin Hen, und soll cs cwig blcibca. 
lch m<icbt' mir zicbcn einenjungen Star, 
Bis daaa er spdicb' die Wortc rein und klar, 
Bis er sic apriicb' mit meincs Mundcs Klang, 
Mit meincs Hcru:na vollffll, bdaacm Drang; 
Dann sling' er bell durcb ibrc Fenstcrscbciben: 
Dcin ist mcin Hen, und soll cs cwig blciben. 
lcb meint', ca mtlast' in mcinen Augen stcbn, 
Aufmeinin Wangen mU11t' man'a brcnnen acbn, 
Zu lcacn wiir' 1 auf mciOffll atummen Mund, 
Einjcdcr Atffllmg glib'• lam ihr kund; 
Und sic mcrkt nicbta von all' dcm bangen Trciben: 
Ddn i■t mcin Hen, und soll cs cwig blciben I 
8. Mor,e11gru,1 
Guten Morgen, acblxlc MUllcrin I 
Wo stccbt du glcicb du K6pfcben bin, 
Ala wlir' dir wu gcscbcben? 
Vcrdricsst dicb dcM mcin Gru11 10 scbwcr? 
Vent6rt dich dcnn mein Blick so acbr? 
So muu icb wiedcr gcben. 
1hr acblummenrunkncn Augelcin, 
1hr taubdrtlbten BlUmclcin, 
Was scbcud ibr die Sonne? 
Hat cs die Nacht so gut gffllcint, 
Dass ibr cucb acblicsst und bilckt und wcint 
Nacb ihru stillcn Wonne? 
Nun scbtlttclt ab dcr Trliumc Flor 
Und hebt cucb frisch und frci ffllpor 
In Gottcs bellcn Morgen! 
Die Lcrcbc wiibelt in dcr Luft, 
Und aus dffll ticfcn Hcru:n ruft 
Die Llcbc Leid und Sorgcn. 
I would carve it in the bark of every tree 
I would chisel it in every stone; 
I would sow it in every flower bed 
with watcrcl'CSI, which would quickly 
sprout; 
oo every scrap of paper I would write it: 
Thine is my heart, and it shall be 
forevermore! 
I'd like to train a young starling 
'Iii it would speak the words purely and 
clearly 
'Iii it would speak with the sound ofmy 
V<ICC, 
with the fullest longing ofmy heart 
then it would sing clearly through her 
window: 
Thine is my heart, and it shall be 
forevermore! 
I thought it showed painly in my eyes, 
on my elms anyone could ace it burning; 
t'wu to be read upon my silent lips 
every breath I draw must proclaim it 
loudly: 
And she notices nothing of all my longing: 
Thine ia my heart, and it aball be 
forevermore! 
Good morning, dear maid of the mill! 
Why do you look away 
111 though something bad frightened you? 
Docs my grcding so sorely upset you? 
Do I ffllbarrass you so by looking at you? 
Then I must go away. 
You little eyes heavy with sleep, 
you dew-drenched little tlowcn, 
why do you fear the sun? 
Wu the night so good to you 
that you now close and will and weep 
for its quiet happiness? 
Now throw offtbc vdl of dreams 
and look up fresh and free 
in God's bright morning! 
The lark warbles through the air, 
and from the depths of the heart 
love calls forth grief and sorrow. 
I. IN• MiJlkn Bluw• 
Am Bach viel ldeine Blumen atehn, 
Aua hdlen blauen Augcn achn; 
Dea- Bach dcr ist dca Mtlllen Freund, 
Und hdl blau Licbchcns Auge achcint, 
Dnam &ind ca mcinc Blumcn. 
Dicht untcr ihrem Fcnatcdcin 
Da will ich pflanzen die Blumen cin, 
Da ruft ihr zu, wcnn Alles achwcigt, 
Wcnn sich ihr Haupt zum Schlummer ncigt, 
1hr wisat ja, was ich mcinc. 
Und wcnn sic W die Auglcin zu, 
Und achJlift in atlaacr, atlaacr Ruh', 
Dann lispdt ala cin Traumgcsicht 
1hr zu: Vergin, vergiu mcin nicht! 
Das iat Cl, WU icb mcinc. 
Und schlicast sic frtlh die Laden auf, 
Dann achaut mil Lidlcablick hinauf: 
Dea-Tau in curcn Augclein, 
Das adlcn mdnc Triinen ado, 
Die will ich auf cucb wdncn. 
Wir aasacn 10 traulicb bciaammcn 
Im ltUhlen Edendacb, 
Wir achautcn 10 traulicb zuaammcn 
Hinab in den ricaclndcn Bach. 
Dea- Mood war aucb gdtommen, 
Die Sternlcin hintcrdrcin, 
Und achautcn 10 traulich zuaammcn 
in den ailbemen Spcgd hincin. 
lch aah nacb ltdncm Mondc, 
Nacb keincm Stcmenacbcin, 
Jch achautc nacb ihrcm Bildc, 
Nach ihren Augen allcin. 
Und sahc sic Dicken und blicken 
Herauf aua dcm acligcn Bach, 
Die BIUmlcin am Ufcr, die blaucn, 
Sic niclttcn und blickten ihr nach. 
Und in den Bach venunken 
Dea- gllll7.C Hirnmd achien, 
Und wdltc mich mil hinuntcr 
In seine Ticfc zichn. 
11¥ Mi&r', Flowen · 
Along the brook many little flowen grow; 
ow of their bright blue eyca they gu.c; 
the brook is the miller'• friend, 
and light blue arc my awccthcart'a cyca-
thcrefore they arc my flowers. 
001c under her window, 
there I shall plant my flowers; 
call up to her when all ia still, 
when her head is nodding in slumber-
you know indeed, what I mean. 
And when ■he cl01ca her eyca, 
and sleeps in sweet, sweet repose 
then whisper to her like a vision 
in a dream: Forget, forget me not! 
that ia cuctly what I mean. 
And when she opens her ahutten at dawn 
then look lovingly upwards: 
the dew in your cyca 
will be the tcara 
that I will weep upon you. 
T,an-of-llab, 
We aat 10. cozily together 
beneath the cool alder treca; 
WC gu.cd IO intimately together 
down into the rippling b~ 
The moon had come also 
and then the little stars; 
and they ldcd 10 intimatdy, together 
down into the silvery mirror. 
I looked neither at the moon, 
nor at the shining stars. 
I gu.cd at her image, 
at her cyca alone. 
And ■aw them twinkling and gazing 
up from the blcsaed b~ 
The little flowers on the bank, the blue onca, 
they twinkled and gu.cd back at her. 
And from the depth■ of the brook 
all of heaven shone, 
and wanted to draw me under, 
downward into it■ depth■. 
I Und Uber den Wolken und Stemen And over the clouds and the stan 
the brook rippled mcnily away, 
and called out with ita singing: 
Da ricsdtc munter dcr Bach, I Und ricf mit Singco und Klingen: Gcadlc, Gcacllc, mir nach I "Comrade, comrade follow me." 
t 
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Da gingcn die Augcn mir Uber, 
Da ward is im Spcgd 10 ltraua; 
Sic sprach: Ea kommt cin Regen 
Ade, ich gch' nach Haus. 
Blichlcin, Ian dcin Rauachen acin! 
Rlider, stcllt cur Brauscn cinl 
All' ihr muntern Waldv6gdcin, 
Grosa und ldcin, 
Endet cure Mclodcin! 
Durch den Hain 
Aua undein 
Schallc heut' cin Raim allcin: 
Die gdic:btc Mtlllerin ist mcin I 
Mein! 
FrUhling, Bind du allc dcine BlUmclein? 
Sonne, hast du kcincn hellern Schein? 
Ach, 10 muaa ich ganz allcin, 
Mil dem acligcn Wonc mcin, 
Unverstanden in der wcitcn ScbOpfung acin ! 
lZ.Prua• 
Then my eyca filled with tcan 
and shattered the mirror-stream. 
She said: "It is ■tarting to rain; 
good-bye, I am gci.ng home." 
Brooklet, stop your gushing 
Mill-whccls, atop your roaring! 
All you happy woodbirds, 
large and small, 
put an end to your songs! 
Through the grove, 
in and out, 
let only one rhyme be heard: 
The bdoved maid of the mill ia mine! 
Mine! 
Spring, have you no more flowers? 
Sun, can't you shine more brightly? 
Ah, 10 I must remain alone 
with the blcaacd word, mine, 
Misunderstood by all creation! 
Mcine Lautc hab' ich gehllngt an die Wand, I have hung my lute 011 the wall, 
Hab'aic umschlungcn mit cincm grllncn Band- and wound a green ribbon around it. 
Ich kann nicht mehr Bingen, mcin Herz iat zu vdl, I can sing no more, my heart is too full. 
Wcisa nicht, wic ich'a in Rcime zwingen ■di How can I force these fcdings into rhymca? 
Mcincr Sehnsucht allcrhcisacatcn.Schmerz The m01t intenac pang■ oflonging 
Durtt' ich auahauchcn in Liederacherz, I ventured to breathe out in my little songs; 
Und wic ich ldagte so sUsa und fcin, and when I lamented so sweetly and 10 fine, 
Glaubt' ich docb, mcin Leiden wlr' nicht ldcin. I atill meant that my suffering wu not light. 
Ei, wic gross ist wohl mcinca Glllckea Last, Oh, how great is thia burden of my happincaa, 
Dass kein Klang auf Erdcn ca in sich fasst? that no sound 011 earth can contain it? 
Nun, licbc Lautc, rub' an dem Hagd bier! Now, dear lute, rest here 011 your nail! 
Und weht cin LUftchcn Uber die Saitcn dir, And if a breeze passca over your strings, 
Und strcift cine Bicne mit ihren AUgdn dich, or if a bee &triltca them with its wings, 
Da wird mir 10 bangc und ca durchachauert mich. then I grow fearful and anxious. 
Warum licsa ich du Band auch hllngcn 10 lang '? Why have I left the ribbon hanging there 
so long? , 
Oft flicgt'• um die Saiten mit 1cuf1.endcm Klang. Often it pasaca over the string with a sigh. 
lat cs der Nachldang mcincr Licgcspein? Is it the echo of past love and sorrow? 
Sdl ca das Vorspd ncuer Lieder acin? Or can it be the prelude to new song■? 
"Schad' um du acb()oe gnloe Band, 
Dass ea vablcicht bier an der Wand, 
Ich hab' du Griln 10 gem!" 
So aprachst du, Uebchm, heut' zu mir; 
Gleich knUpr ich'1 ab und amd' ea dir; 
Nunhab' duGrllnegem! 
lat auch dcin ganzer Liebster wciu, 
Sdl Griln doch habai acioen Preis, 
Und ich auch hab' ea gem. 
Weil unsre Ucb ist immergnlo, 
Weil gri1n da Hoffnung Femcn blllhn, 
Drum haben wir ea gem. 
Nun schlinge in die Locken dcin 
Das gri1oe Band gdlillig cin, 
Du hast ja'a Griln 10 gem. 
Dann weias ich, wo die Hoffnung wobnt, 
Dann weias ich, wo die Llcbe thront, 
Dann hab' ich'a Griln ent gem. 
14.0.rliiK•r 
Was aucht dmn der Jllger am Mllblbacb bier? 
Blcib', trwiger Jllger, in dcioem Revier! 
Hier gibt ea kcin Wild zu jagen fUr dich, 
Hier wohnt nur cin Rchlcin, cin zahmea, fUr mich. 
Und willat du du ziutliche Rchlcin aehn, 
So lass dcine BUchaen im Walde atebn, 
Und lass deioe klaffmden Hunde zu Haus, 
Und lass auf dem Home den Saus und Braus, 
Und ache.re vom Kinne du struppige Haar, 
Sonat acheul sich im Garten du Rdilcin filrwahr. 
Doch besaer, du blcibe&t im Walde dazu, 
Und lieaaest die MUhlen und MUller in Ruh'. 
Was taugen die Fiachlcin im grllnen Gczweig? 
Was will deim du Eichhorn im blliulichen Teich? 
Drum blcibe, du trotziger Jager, im Hain, 
Und lass mich mit meinen dJCi Rlidem allcin; 
Witi tlN Grn11 LIM Ribb<J11 
"lt'a a lhame that this beautiful green ribbon 
ia fading here on the wall, 
I am 10 fond of green!" 
So you•~ to me today, dear. 
At once I unlie it and amd it to you. 
Now enjoy your green. 
Though your bclovcd is white with flour 
green also baa ita value; 
and I like green, too, 
Since our love i1 ever green, 
since hope blooms green in the distance, 
thaefore we are fond of it. 
Now wind in your hair 
nicdy the green ribbon--
you are 10 food of green. 
Then I know where my hope liea, 
Then I know where love is enthro~ 
then green ia my favorite color. 
Ti.Hlllll6r 
What aeeka the hunter here by the 
millstream? 
Stay in your own quarten, impudent hunter! 
Hae ia DO game for you to hunt; 
only one doe lives here, a tame one, for me. 
And if you want to ace my gende young 
deer, 
leave your gun in the woods, 
and leave your barking dogs at home, 
and stop 1ounding your DOiay horn; 
shave the unkanpt beard from your chin 
or you'll frighten the doe in her garden for 
aure. 
Even better, you stay in the woods youradf, 
and leave the mill and miller in peace. 
What would a fish be d<ing in green 
branches? 
Or a squirrel in a blue pond? 
So stay in the grove, impudenl hunler, 
and leave me and lily three millwheds 
alone. 
Und willat mcinem Schiitzchen dich machen beliebt, And if you would win the love of my 
sweetheart, 
So wiaae, mein Freund, was ihr Henchen betrllbt: then know, my fricad, what is troubling her 
heart 
Die Eber, die komnmm zu Nacht aua dem Hain, The boars that come from the woods at 
night, 
Und brechen in ihren Kohlgarten cin, and break into her garden 
Und treten und wUhlen herum in dem Feld: and tramp and snort around in the field: 
Die Eber die schiesse, du Jagemcld! The boars, shoot them, you hunter-hero! 
I I 
I I 
I I 
I I 
I I 
I I 
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15. Eifenudt wtd Stol7. 
Wohin ao acbnell, ao kraua 
und wild, mcin licber Bach? 
Eilst du vdl Zorn 
dem frechen Bruder Jliger nach? 
Kehr' um, kehr' um, 
und schilt erst dcine MUllerin 
Ftlr ihren leichten, losen, 
kleinen flattersinn. 
Sahst du aie gcstem Abend 
Diehl am Tore 8tehn, 
Mit langem Halse 
nacb der grossen Strasse aehn? 
Wenn von dem Fang 
der Jager lustig zieht nach Haus. 
Da stockt kein 8ittsam Kind 
den Kopf zum Fenster 'naus. 
Geh', Biichlcin, hin und sag' ihrdaa, 
doch sag' ihr nicht, 
Ht!nt du, kcin Wort, 
von mcinem traurigen Geaicht; 
Sag' ihr: Er scbnitzt bci mir sich 
cine Pfeir aur Rohr, 
Und blliat den Kindcm 
achOnc Tlinz' und Lieder vor. 
16. Dk U.h FIIIH 
In Griln will ich mich ldeiden, 
In grilne Trlinenweidcn, 
Mein Schatz hat's GrUn 10 gem. 
Will 8UChen einen Zypresscnhain, 
Eine Heide voll grilnem Rosmarcin 
Mein Schatz hat's GrUn 10 gem. 
Wohlaufzum OOhlichmJagenl 
Wohlauf durcb Hcid' und Hagen! 
Mein Schatz hat's Jagen 10 gem. 
Das Wild, du ich jage, du ist der Tod, 
Die Heide, die hciu • icb die Llebeanot, 
Mein Schatz hat's Jagen 10 gem. 
Grabt mir cin Grab im Wasen, 
Deckt mich mit grUnem Rasen 
Mein Schatz hat' s GrUn so gem. 
Kcin Kreuzlcin schwartz, kein BlUmlcin bunt, 
GrUn, Alica grUn 80 rings und rund I 
Mein Schatz hat 's GrUn 80 gem. 
Where are you g<ing so fast, 10 r<iled 
and wild, my bclovcd b~? 
Are you rushing angrily 
after that insolent brother hunter? 
Corne back, come back 
and first scold your maid of the mill 
for her easy, fickle, 
trifling inconstancy. 
Didn't you see her last night, 
standing by the gate 
craning her neck 
down the wide road? 
When the hunter 
goes gaily borne from the hunt 
DO well-behaved girl 
puts her head out of the window. 
Go, Brooklet and tell her that, 
but do not tdl her, 
do you hear, not a word 
about my mournful face 
Tdl her: "He carves 
a whiade from a recd near by, 
and ppea pretty dances 
and 10ng1 for the children." 
I will dreaa myself in green, 
the green of the weeping willow; 
my aweeth~ ia so fond of green. 
I will look for a grove of cypreu, 
a heath full of green roaemary; 
my sweeth~ ia 10 fond of green. 
Off to the jdly hunt! 
Off throught the mtadowa and heather! 
my aweeth~ is 80 fond of hunling. 
The game, that I hunt, is death, 
the heath I call the aorrow of love; 
my aweeth~ ia 10 fond of hunling. 
Dig me a grave in the turf; 
cova me with grcen grass. 
my aweeth~ ia so fond of green. 
No black cross, no gaudy flowers, 
green, everything green, around and about! 
my aweeth~ is so fond of green. 
11. Dk biile FIU'be 
lcb m6chtc zicbn in die Welt binaua, 
Hinau1 in die weitc Wdt, 
Wenn'1 nur 10 grtln, so grtln nicbt wiir' 
Da drau11cn in Waid und Fdd ! 
lcb m6chtc die grtlncn Blatter all' 
Pfltlcken von jcdcm Zweig, 
lcb m6chtc die grtlnen Griiacr all' 
Weincn ganz totcnbleicb. 
Acb Grtln, du b6sc Faroe du, 
Wu siehat micb immcr an, 
So atolz, 10 keck, 10 scbadcnfroh, 
Mich armcn wciascn Mann? 
lcb m6chtc licgcn vor ihra- Tllr, 
In Sturm und Regen und Schnee, 
Und singcn ganz lciac bei Tag und Nacbt 
Du cine W6rtcbm Adel 
Horeb, wcnn im Wald cin Jagdhom scballt, 
So ldingt ihr Fcnaterlcin, 
Und scbaut sic aucb nacb mir nicht aua, 
Darf icb doch scbaut.n hincin. 
0 bindc von dcr Stirn dir ab 
Das grtlnc, grtlnc Band, 
Ade, Ade! und rcicbc mir 
Zum Abechied dcinc Hand! 
18. 1rod:ne Bl,,,,..,. 
1hr Blllmlcin. allc, die sic mir gab, 
Eucb 1011 man legcn mit mir in' 1 Grab. 
Wie adit ihr allc micb an 10 wdi, 
Ala ob ihr wUaatd, wic mir gcscbeh'? 
1hr Blllmlcin allc, wic wdk, wic blaas? 
1hr Blllmlcin allc, wovon 10 naaa? 
Acb, Triinen macben nicbt Maicngrtln 
Machen tote Liebe nicht wicdez blUbn. 
TlwEllilColor 
I would like to go out into the world, 
out into the wide world, 
if only it wa-en't 10 grcca, 10 very green 
out there in the woods and fidda ! 
I wish I could pluck every grcm leaf 
from every branch; 
I wish that my tcan could bleach 
all the green gru• a deathly white. 
0 grcca, you evil color 
Why do you always look at me 
so proudly, 10 maliciously; so joyoua over 
the woes of me, a poor pale man? 
I wish I could lie before her door, 
in the storm, the rain and the snow, 
and sing very 10ftly all day and all night 
the one small word, Adieu! 
Listen, wbca a born sounds in the forcat 
I bear her at her window, 
and though ■be doean 't look out at me 
I atill can look in at her. 
0 untie from your forehead 
the green, gn,cn ribbon! 
Good-bye, good-bye, and 
in parting give my your band! 
All you flowcn that 1he gave me, 
you shall lie buried with me in the grave. 
How painfully you all look at me, 
u if you knew what bad happened. 
All you flowcn, why 10 witbcrcd and pale? 
You little ftowcn what makes you 10 moist? 
Ah, tcan do not make the green of May, 
nor cause dead love to bloom again. 
Und Le.oz wim kommm, und Winter wird gchn, And spring will come, and winter will go, 
Und BlUmlein wcmm im Grasc atebn. and ftowcn will spring up in the gl'IISII. 
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Und BIUmlcin liegm in mcinem Grab, 
Die BlUmlein allc, die sic mir gab. 
Und wenn sic wanddt am HUgd vorbci, 
Und denkt im Hcrzm: Der meint' ci trcu! 
Dann BIUmlcin allc, heraua, heraua ! 
Der Mai ist kommm, der Winter ii aua. 
19. Der MUiler Ultd da- Bacl, 
DerMiJlkr 
Wo ein tre11C1 Hcl7.C 
In Liebe vergcht, 
Da wclken die Lilien 
Auf jcdcm Beet. 
Da muu in die Wolken 
Der Vdlmond gchn, 
Damit seine Triincn 
Die Mcascbcn nicht achn. 
Da haltcn die Englein 
Die Augca aich zu, 
Und achluchzen und singcn 
Die Scdc zur Ruh'. 
Der Bach 
Und wcnn sich die Liebe 
Dem Scbmcrz cntringt, 
Ein Stcrnlein, cin ncuci, 
Am Himmd crblinkt. 
Da springcn drei Rosen, 
Halb rotund halb wciss, 
Die wdken nicht wieder, 
Aua Domcnrcis. 
Und die Engdein schneiden 
Die FIUgd sich ab, 
Und gdin allc Morgen 
Zur Erde hinab. 
DerMiJlkr 
Acb Blichlein, licbes Blichlcin, 
Du mcinst ci so gut: 
Ach Blichlein, abcr wcilst du, 
WJC Liebe tut? 
Ach, unten, da untcn, 
Die KUhlc Ruh'! 
Ach, Biichlcin, licbcs Blichlcin, 
So singe nur zu. 
And Oowcn lie with me in my grave, 
all the flowers she gave to me. 
And if she should wander past the mound, 
and think in her heart: He wu faithful to me! 
ThcM all you flowers, spriing forth ! 
May bu come! Winter is past! 
11w Mi&r an4 tl,e Brook 
The Miller 
Where a faithful heart 
dies oflovc, 
there the lilies wither 
in every bed. 
Then into the clouds 
the full moon must ride, 
IO that bis tears 
shall not be 1C1Cn by men. 
Then the angda 
cloac their eyes, 
and sob and sing 
the aoul to rest. 
The Brook 
And when love 
ii rel~ from IOO"OW, 
a star, a new one 
twinklci in the heavens. 
There spring up three roaci, 
half red, half white, 
never to wither, 
from their thorny stems. 
And the angda remove 
their wings 
and come every morning 
down to earth. 
The Miller 
Ah, brooklet, dearest brooklet, 
you mean it so well, 
but brooklet, do you know 
what it means to be in love? 
Ah, downward, downward 
to the cool, cool rest ! 
0 brooklet, dearest brooklet, 
just sing me to sleep. 
20. Der Boda Wiege,tlied 
Gute Ruh', gute Ruh'! 
Tu' die Augen zul 
Wandrer, du mtlda, du bill zu Haus. 
Die Trcu' ilt hia, 
Sollllt licgen bci mir, 
Bia das Meer will trinken die Blichlcin aua. 
W mn cin Jagdhom schallt 
Aua dcm grtlncn Wald, 
Will ich aauscn und brauscn wohl um dich ha. 
Blick! nicht bcrcin, 
Blauc Bltlmlcinl 
1hr macbt mcincm Schlligcr die Triume so acbwa. 
Hiowcg, binweg 
voo dcm MUhlmlltcg, ~sea Mligdlcin, 
das1 ihn dcin Scbattea nicht wcckt I 
Wufmirhaan 
Dcin TUchlcin fcin, 
Dua ich die Augm ihm baltc bedeck!! 
Gute Nachc, gute Nacbcl 
Bia Alica wacht, 
Schlaf au, dcine Frcudc, achlaf' aua dcin Lad! 
Da Vdlmond stcigt, 
Da N~ wcicht, 
Und da Himmd da oben, wic illt cr 10 wcit I 
J1'e Brool'r Lu/1111,J 
Sleep wdl, sleep well I 
Qosc your eyca I 
Wanderer, weary one, you are at home. 
Hae you will find faithfulncaa, 
you shall lie down with me 
until the sea absorbs the brocticts. 
If a hunting horn sounds 
from the green wood 
I will storm and chum around you. 
Do not look in at him 
little blue flowers. 
You make troubled dreams for my alccpa. 
Away, get away 
from the mill-bridge, wicked gid, 
10 that your 1badow will not waken him I 
Throw down to me 
your fine handkerchief 
10 that I may cova hi• cyca. 
Good-night, good-night! 
Until the day of awakening, 
Sleep away your joy, sleep away your 
sorrow! 
The full mooo risca 
the mists retreat 
and the heaven above, how far it is I 
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